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l. The Running Away 


Author's Notes: 

Hope you'll enjoy this story! 

POV: Clemens "Ardek" Wijers 

"Hey, guys! | found some old photo albums! Would you like to watch it with me?" | asked. 

‘Oh yes!" 

"Why not? l'm coming." 

We sat next to each other on the couch and put the albums on the coffee table. There were four books: the 
first concerned Dennis’ childhood, the second our childhood with Ivo and the last concerned our bands and all 


the adventures we had together. 


"Which one do you want open in first?" | asked my brother. 


"Mmm .. I'd like to see how was Dennis when he was a baby." 
"You little bastard!" the singer screamed. 
"| love you too, Dennis." 


My brother took the book and opened it with a big smile on his face. 
The first photo was showing Dennis with his parents in the maternity ward. 


"You already had your goblin face." | joked. 

"Screw you." 

‘| love you, too." 

We laughed together. After a few pages, there was a photo where the singer was about fifteen and was 
holding his first bass guitar, offered by his grandfather. He was wearing a Deicide T-Shirt and already had his 
long hair. But, in his eyes, his so beautiful green eyes, there was something sad. And | knew what it was: It was 
exactly one year that his parents died in a car crash, on Christmas day. The young Dennis was in the car of 
his uncle and his aunt, who were Catholics and were against Dennis' tastes. And the poor singer hadn't a 
beautiful adolescence. 

The singer told me this sad story some years ago: 

"| don't know what to do ..." 

"Do your homework" 

"| already finished it." 

"So clean your bedroom." 

"| already did it. I's sunny outside, could | hang out with my friends?" 

"Your metalhead drugged and drunk friends? Certainly not" 

"They're never drugged or drunk!" 

"But they listen to demonic music. You don't need to be a sinner" 


"Fuck youl" 


"Come here, boy!" 


"Nol You're not my parents! | don't want to see you anymore!" 

This evening, Dennis didn't eat. And the two next days neither .. He was locked up in his bedroom, with his bass 
guitar and his cell phone. One day, he went back to the normal life and when he sat at the table, the critics of 
his uncle and his aunt were the final straw. 

| hope this sojourn alone in your room enabled you to think about all the blasphemies you committed" 

"| didn't commit anything!" 

He stood up and ran away in the street. His sprint didn't stop until he bumped into my brother and me. This 
night, he was a perfect stranger to us. He was sat on the wet and snow-covered floor. Ivo and | helped him to 
stood up. 

"hm sorry! 

"It doesn't matter. Are you okay?" 

He was holding his left forearm and his left hip. 

"Yes. Don't worry." 

lvo saw some Dennis blood flowing on the floor and nudged me. 

"Are you sure?" | asked by showing him his bloody clothes. 

"Mmm" 

"Come with us. Our mother will treat your wounds." 

"Hum .. Okay." 

My brother helped him to walk to our house. 

"Mum? Are you there?" 

"Yes, what's going on? Oh my god, what happened to him?" 


"He fell on a patch of ice." No said timidly. 


"Poor litte thing, come with me. l'm a nurse, | will treat your wounds, don't worry." 


"I'm not worried" 


We drove him to the bathroom. Before we left, my mother asked my brother to stay with them. | went into 


my room, worried about the state of our new friend. 
"Okay, Ivo please, help him to take off his jacket and his sweatshirt." 


| saw out of the corner of my eye lvo undressing the brunet. His forearm and his hip were opened. There was 


blood spread all over his arm, his hip and his abdomen. 

‘lm gonna clean your injuries. What's your name?" 

"Dennis. Dennis Droomers." 

"Dennis, what happened to you? You seem so sad and angry at the same time ..” 

"|... | think | shouldn't talk about it." 

"Maybe if you speak about it, you'll feel better after." whispered Ivo. 

| stood up to learning what happened to Dennis but | froze when | saw his body. He was so handsome. His 
strong hands, his beautiful hair, his shining eyes, his plumped lips, his slight muscle structure. | succumbed to 
his charm. | blushed and my hands were shaking. | was as red as a poppy. | stumbled and left the bathroom, 


ashamed. But | never confessed to Dennis that | was secretly in love with him since all these years. Maybe it 


was the good evening .. 


2. First love 


Author's Notes: 
Second chapter :) enjoy :) 


POV: Ivo "Namtar" Wijers 

This photo .. It was the first day we met Dennis. | remember it was a very cold day, with snow and wind. We 
were walking down the street with my brother. Our mother asked us to buy some eggs for the dinner. | was 
holding them and there was black ice everywhere so | was really careful. My brother was talking to me when 
an older boy collided with us. | remember all the blood that was flowing on the floor from his arm. | put the 
eggs on the floor and helped my brother to pick Dennis up. | was impressed by his long hair and his height. We 
took the brunet to our house to treat his injuries. | helped him to walk to our home. During the traject, | could 
smell his delicious scent and felt his hair tickling my neck My mother was shocked by his wounds. She was a 
nurse so she could treat him. We drove Dennis to the bathroom, where | had to take off his leather jacket and 
his sweatshirt. 

‘I'm gonna clean your injuries. What's your name?" 

"Dennis. Dennis Droomers." 

"Dennis, what happened to you? You seem so sad and angry at the same time .." 

"|... | think | shouldn't talk about it" 

| don't know why, but | couldn't accept that he was sad. 

"Maybe if you speak about it, you'll feel better after." | whispered. 

"You're probably right .. | need to talk" 

He explained to us that he lost his parents in a car crash on last Christmas day, his Catholic adoptive family, 
his escape. During his explanations, | couldn't stop gazing at his body. He was looking like an injured animal. | 
could see his rib cage slowly rising. 

"| don't want to go back there. It's not my place." 


| saw my mother thinking about that and she finally decided to let Dennis sleeping in our house for the night. 


"Really? Holy Satan, | don't know how to thank you." 


"| think it's the best solution for the moment. | perfectly understand your anger and your sadness. Remember 
Demis: if you need to talk, if you need a place where to sleep and eat, if you need a place to cry, you can 
come here when you want" my mum said. 

"Thank you so much Mrs hum ." 

"Mrs. Wiers. But you can call me Anna’ 

"Thank you Anna" 

"You're welcome. Did my sons introduce themselves?" 

"| dont think so. 

"Oh . So here is my little drummer, Ivo. And my little keyboardist, Clemens" 

"Oh really? A keyboardist and a drummer? l'm a bassist” 

"You could form a band together!" she exclaimed with a big smile on her face 

"Maybe, one day’ 

"Well . Are you hungry, Dennis?" 


| could eat a child and his schoolbag." 


"Good! There is some crepes, with jam, chocolate, sugar. Eat what you want. You need to build up your 


strength!" 
"Thank you." 
"Ivo! Clemens! Dinner's ready!" 


| sat next to the beautiful man and started to eat my crepe with chocolate. 


| suddenly heard Dernis laughing. 
"What?" 
"You've got chocolate all over your face!" 


He took a napkin and clean my face, his shining eyes plunged in mine. 


"Well, tonight, Dennis will sleep in your bedroom, Ivo. | dont want you to annoy him. Am | clear?" 

“oq: rel 

"Good boy" 

She kissed my forehead, After the dinner, | drove the brunet to my room and showed him his bed 

"Do you know what? I's better than the bed | have in my uncle's house 

"Really?" 

"Really" 

"| hope you'll sleep well” 

| couldn't stop looking at his wounds 

"Don't worry. I'm okay .. Is it your drums?" 

yea 

"Hts so beautiful. Could you play something for me?" 

"Oh . Hum .. | don't know .. tm not really." 

"Im pretty sure you're a good drummer! Please, play something for me. 

"Okay then .' 

| was so nervous! | sat on my little stool and took my drumsticks. He was in front of me. smiling. | started to 
play something, It was a frenzied rhythm, it was like if | was possessed. During two or three minutes, | gave all 
the best of myself 


When | finished, Dennis stayed quiet, but his face lighted up. 


"Ivo .. Why are you running yourself down? You're an excellent drummer. You're so young but so passionate 


and precise." 
"Do you think so?" 
"OF course!" 


"Thank you." | said timidely. 


We talked to each other during twenty minutes and went to bed. During the night, | saw him going to the 
bathroom. So | decided to follow him. He was looking at his injuries. his forearm and his hip was circled of blue 
and purple! stayed gazing at him during ten minutes. He was so handsome. When he was about to open the 
door, | ran to my bed and jumped into it. | never talked about those ten minutes to Dennis. I'm so afraid of his 


reaction Maybe its the good evening. 


3. A kind of magic 


Author's Notes: 
Third chapter! Enjoy >) 


POV: Dennis "Seregor" Droomers 
"Well, | think we've seen enough. What about taking a look at our old adventures?" Ivo proposed. 
"| agree." 


"Me too." 


| took the black album and opened it. On the first photo, there was a photo where you could see our old band 
"Vaultage" playing in a cafe. | was twenty-five. 


"This goblin face ." 

"Clemens?" 

"Yes?" 

"Shut up." 

His brother and | started to laugh loudly. 

| remember this concert. It was one of my first experiences on stage. It was a pretty good concert! Clemens 
was not really nervous and Ivo already had his frenzied blast beat. But, me, | was the most anxious man in the 
world. Before we start, | looked at Ivo. He smiled to me like if he knew that | was nervous. 


"You're gonna make them tremble." he whispered to me. 


| hoped it would be true. But finally, we've done a pretty good show. 
| turned the page. 


"Oh boy! Guys, do you remember this night, after the concert?" 
"Clemens, you know that | was too drunk to remember anything." lvo answered. 


"And you, Dennis?" 


"Of course, | remember! And | was drunk too, Ivo." 

"Blah, blah, blah .." 

This night .. How could | forget it? 

After the concert, we went to a bar to celebrate our success. The music was so loud, and | was so tired and 
drunk. Clemens was sat on a banquette with three pretty girls. lvo was ordering probably his tenth Jack 
Daniels glass and | was alone at the bar, drinking a beer. The drummer approached me and sat next to me. 
"Hey Dennis, wanna play a game?" 

"Tell me more." 

"My brother could share his treasure with us, don't you think so? 

"Probably." 

"So you take the two girls on the left, and | take the one on the right. Do you play?" 

"| play." 

lvo stood up but | stopped him. 

"What's the plan?" 

"There's no plan" 

| always loved this discreet madness in lvo. He was shy but wild at the same time. His blue eyes were shining 
in the dark. | stood up and followed him to the banquette, where Clemens was talking to the girls. His brother 
sat next to the blond girl and | sat next to the two other women They were pretty, sexy, nice .. | was 
supposed to hit them on but | couldn't stop gazing at the drummer. 

Suddenly | saw the three girls walking to the center of the room and they started to dance. Clemens has 
already fallen asleep on the black banquette. 

"Dennis, come here." 

| stood up and joined Ivo on the other side of the banquette. 

"Okay .. This time there is plan" 


"What is it?" 


"They love dancing." 


"And?" 
"And?" .. Think about it! We're gonna dance sensually with them 

'Sensually? Hace you got any idea how to dance sensually? You're a drummer Ivo" 
"Come on! | know you want to dance" 

"Okay then .. But if we fail, you're gonna pay it" 


As you can guess, it was a calamity. The girls left the bar around Zam. The drummer and | continued to drink 


a lot of beer, but it wasn't a good idea .. We were dancing like two monkeys fucked up on coke. 

"Well .. Seems that these beautiful creatures ran away from us. It's a fail." 

"You're right .. So, how am | gonna pay for this fail?" 

| looked at him and put my hand in his. 

"Follow me .. l'm gonna show you." 

You know, | never told to the guys that l'm bisexual, so it was pretty weird when | realised what | was doing. 
On the first floor of the bar, they were several bedrooms and | drove the drummer into one of the room. | 
pushed him on the bed and locked the door. Ivo suddenly wrapped his strong arms around my waist and kissed 
my neck. 

"Dennis, l'm so horny .." he whispered in my ear. 

"On your knees ... Now!" 

He kneeled in front of me and undid my belt. | stroked his beautiful blond hair and kissed him. | took off my t- 
shirt, my jeans and my boxers. Then, | felt his wet mouth around my cock. | must admit that | never moaned 
like this before. His tongue was titillating it too. He was searching a place where he could put his hands. | held it 
and put it on the back of my thighs. Not able to wait any more, | laid him down on the bed and | showed him 
two fingers, which he licked. | smiled to him. 


"You seem so fragile .. Are you sure you want me to ." 


"Give me pleasure, Dennis, please. Give me the most beautiful and powerful orgasm in my life! | want you! 


Please Dennis, fuck me .." 


| pushed slowly my fingers in his ring of muscles and took my time to prepare him. | could read pain on his 


face. To reassure him, | kissed him passionately, | stroked his cheeks, rubbed his hard cock. 
"Dennis .. Dennis .. For the love of Satan, just fuck mel" 


| place my sex against his ring of muscles and entered slowly into him. At this moment, it was a kind of magic. 


During our act, | was possessed: | couldn't stop going back and forth in his body. He was moaning loudly. 
"What's my name?" | asked. 

"Dennis .. Oh .. Dennis .." 

“Scream it! What's my name?" | shouted 

"Dennis!" 


We continued this little game during twenty minutes. When we finally finished, | laid down on the bed next to 


Ivo and wrapped my arms around his body. 

"| love you Dennis” 

"| love you more, Ivo." 

We fell asleep together. The next morning, the drummer didn't remember anything, | think it was better like 
this. | never told him what happened this night: | never talked about my feelings for him and | never talked 


about all the sleepless nights | had, dreaming of the handsome naked drummer laid down next to me. Maybe 
it's the good evening .. 


4. The good evening 


Author's Notes: 
Fourth chapter! The third chapter has been completed, don't hesitate over reading it again ;) 
The waterproof coat story is inspired by a real French sketch written and interpreted by a French comic: Dany 


Boon. 


Enjoy :) 


POV: Ivo "Namtar" Wijers 


It's time for avowals .. Okay, Ivo, keep calm, it's your brother and you're sexy and handsome best friend. 


They'll certainly understand. 
‘I've got an idea, guys." 
"Tell us more." Dennis said before drinking his beer. 


| don't know why but this sentence is resonating in my head. l'm pretty sure that | already heard this. And 


especially from the singer's mouth. 

"Wanna play a game?" 

"Should we be afraid?" Clemens asked. 

"No .. Well, | don't think so." 

"Okay, what's your game?" 

"Truth or Dare." 

"Ivo .. We are responsible adults you know, we can't find an excuse every time!" my brother joked. 
"Come on Clemens, it could be funny!" Dennis encouraged him. 

"Okay then. Who begin?" 

"| suggest the youngest begins." the singer proposed. 


l'm the youngest of the trio. | don't know if | should ask if they are in love with someone. Think, Ivo, think. 


"Okay .. Hum .. Truth: what is your worth shame?" 


"When | was five, for Halloween | decided to make a collection of candies with my friends. We rang at the door 
of an old woman. When she opened it, | saw her face and | screamed because | found her terrifying. | left 


without further ado." 


"Aww poor little Clemens. | would turn back the clock just to see this!" Dennis laughed. "My worth shame .. 
Mmmm .." 


He placed his veiny hand under his chin, then he pushed back his hair. 

"I think it was when | was nine. | was eating in a restaurant with my parents and one of their friend. He was a 
transexual, but at this time | didn't know what it was. He was always dressed and made-up as a girl. During 
the dinner, | went to the toilets but when | pushed the door my vision stopped on him. He noticed that | was 
there and the only thing | found to say was: "I didn't know girls have a little maggot between their legs too". | 
think I've never been so embarrassed. And you Ivo?" 

"| tried to iron my waterproof coat when | was twelve. But you can't iron it, no .. It melts..." 


My brother and the singer laughed loudly. 


"But the worst in this story is that my mum forced me to wear it like this at school. There were yarns and 


holes all over it." 
"Oh my god .. | would turn back the clock to see this too! What a team of no-hopers." 
"Shut up goblin face!" 


Dennis literally jumped on my brother and tackled him. | had a little heartache when | realized the singer was 


sat on Clemens. 

"Okay, Dennis, | surrender. You won" 

‘| always win" 

"Okay. It's my turn. Hum .. Dare for .. lvo: Are you capable of kissing Dennis?" 
"W .. What?" 

"Kiss Dennis. And | don't want a little kiss. | want a big French kiss." 


His tone was different. Seems that he was waiting for it for a while. But why? It was really weird. 


| looked at the singer's eyes. His expression .. Something was wrong. Anyway, | approached him and placed my 
hands on Dennis’ torso. He took my face in his strong veiny hands and pressed his lips against mine. | was so 
happy, but | couldn't show it. It would be suspect. Then | realized this moment of happiness would end in a few 
seconds. 

But no. Dennis was holding me firmly. He begged the access for my tongue with his. He gave me a gentle 
French kiss, but it wasn't only for the game. | was pretty sure it was a kiss of true love. 

"So .. It was true .." whispered my brother. 

"What are you talking about?" the singer asked. 

"You perfectly know, Dennis. This night, in the bar .. With Ivo ... In the bedroom ." 

"Dennis, what is he talking about? | don't understand" 

What the night in the bar had to do with a kiss? 

"Clemens, how do you ." 

"| saw you. You fucked with my brother!" 

| stayed quiet. | never made love with the singer. Or maybe .. a night where we were drunk. 

"Please Clemens, spare lvo of this story.” 

"What the fuck are you talking about?" 

Dennis sighed and held my hanas. 

‘Ivo, you just need to know that | was in love with you and I'm actually in love with you." 

"Dennis please .. Tell me the truth." 

"After our fail with the three girls, you asked me how you would pay for it. | told you to follow me and | 
drove you in a bedroom. And .. | think you can guess easily what happened next. Even if | was drunk, | already 
know you were the little angel | would like to protect and love during the rest of my life." 

What could | say? My silence scared the singer and | saw him running away. 


"Dennis! Wait! Dennis!" | screamed. 


| ran in the street but there was nobody. What have | done? 


5. To love or to be loved? 


Author's Notes: 
Fifth chapter! | know, its very short ... Enjoy :) 


POV: Dennis "Seregor" Droomers 

| was running in the street. My tears were falling on my cheeks like rocks on a cliff. What was wrong with me? 
| should burn these photos of this night in the bar when it was possible. Now, Ivo was probably the most 
pissed off man of the world 

| suddenly realized that | was on a very dark street, but it was too dark, even for me! | moved backward but | 
hit a sturdy body. 

"Dennis, please, don't go." 

"Ivo?" 

"That's me." 

"Go away!" 


"No, | won't. You're my best friend and | can't leave you alone." 


| kneeled and grabbed his leg. It was the first time | was crying in front of him. He stroked my hair and kneeled 


too. 


"Listen to me. Yes, I'm a little bit angry that you didn't talk me about what happened on this night. But, in a 
way .. l'm really happy we did it, even if | don't remember anything.’ 


"So. Am | forgiven?" 

"Mmm .. | don't know .. Maybe if you kiss me I'll forgive you, my little demon" 
"Wait a minute, did you .. | mean .. Are you .. Wow .." 

"Breathe, or I'll have to call emergency service." 

| looked at his ocean blue eyes and hugged him. 


"I love you, Ivo." 


"Me too, little demon" 


| kissed him with all the love | had for him. But there was still a problem: Clemens. 
He seemed really shattered by the kiss we traded, Ivo and me. 


"lvo?" 
ia 

"What about your brother?" 

"Well .. There's only one thing to do. We have to tell him that we are in love. 

"Okay, but how? What's the plan?" 

"There's no plan" 

| smiled to him. We went back to our house and searched the keyboardist, but there was nobody, 

"Clemens? Where are you?" | asked 

"Come on bro, we're gonna tak about it calmly, right?" 

No answer. 

"Clemens? Are you there?" asked the drummer. 

Suddenly, the light turned off. | felt a hand covering my mouth and my body drawn back | was tackled and 
something was preventing me to stand up. | couldn't move! My hands and my legs were tied up. Then somebody 
forced me to open my mouth and gagged me. When the light turned on again, | was in my bedroom, laid down 
on my stomach, on my bed. | could hear Ivo and Clemens speaking. | rolled on the left side of the bed. Even if 
my fall hurt me a little bit, | would know what was going on 

"But what about his feelings? He has got a heart, like you and mel" shouted the drummer. 

"He can't love two persons.” 

"Because he loves me” 


"He just loves your cock and your body." 


It was really hard to hear this from one of your bandmates. Ivo was my little angel. 


| crawled on the floor and pushed the door with my head. | continued to crawl, to reach the kitchen and free 
me from my gag and my ropes. But for this, | had to pass in the living room, where Clemens and his little 
brother were discussing me. 

| tried to be quiet and discreet. | took a look at Ivo. He noticed that | was here, but his brother too. 

"What are you doing, little slut?" 


The drummer suddenly stood up, but something stopped him. | was pretty sure that he would help me but 
there was a problem. 


"Now, listen to me, if you can't choose the guy you'll love, you won't love. You'll be loved." 
A tear rolled on lvo's face. 
‘lm sorry, Dennis. You know | love you." 


The two brothers grabbed my body and drove me to my bedroom. They laid me down on my bed. The 


drummer stroked my hair with a sad smile on his beautiful face. 


"Will you forgive me one day, little demon?" he asked me. 


b. A plan 


Author's Notes: 

Second to last chapter! Ardek is once again the violent character but don't worry, I'm on it ;) actually working 
on a new story, in which he will be more well-behaved ;) 

Enjoy :) 

POV: Ivo "Namtar" Wijers 

My beautiful demon ... tied up, laid down on his bed, his tears dropping on the blanket. 

"Strip him, dear brother." 

"Why are you so mean to him?" 

"Because if you want Carach Angren to survive, you'd better took off his clothes right now." 
"You're .." 

"Strip him!" 

| took a look at the singer and | brushed his cheek with my fingers’ tip. 


"You know | love you." 


He agreed with his head. | turned him over and started to unbutton his shirt. | kissed his torso timidly, but my 
brother grabbed my hair to stop me. 


‘| didn't tell you to kiss him." 

He pushed me on Dennis’ body. | could smell his so pleasant perfume. It was still the same after all these 
years. A delicious mix between monoi and vanilla. 

Clemens left the room and | took advantage of this calm moment to set the singer free. 

"Don't worry, we're gonna escape." 


"What's wrong with me?" 


"The problem is that you're devilishly perfect" 


"Ivo, please .." 

"Okay, okay, follow me. | have a plan" 

"For once ..” 

We laughed. | put my tongue on his lips. 

"Ouch!" 

The handsome singer bit my tongue. 

"Why?" 

"Because you look good enough to eat. So, what's the plan?" 


"Clemens locked up the door when | was talking with him. The keys are on the sideboard in the living room. | 


want you to create a diversion while I'll retrieve the keys." 
"And then?" 
"Do you remember what my mum told you the first time you met her?" 


"If | need to talk, if | need a place where to sleep and eat, if | need a place to cry, | can come there when | 


want" 

"Exactly. Clemens just can't pit himself against her, so we're gonna take refuge to my mother's house." 
"Are you sure it's a good idea?" 

"You know my mother. She's always happy to see you." 

"| know, but .. Clemens .." 

"Clemens is not himself actually." 

"Because of me ." 

‘| must admit that he wasn't himself before you arrived in our life." 

"Really?" 


"Yeah ... | think it has been since our parents divorced But it's not the time to complain. Follow me." 


We left the bedroom and listened very carefully, watching out for the slightest noise. | took a look at the living 


room and saw my brother holding a leather collar and a leash. The singer entered slowly in the living room. 
"Clemens 

"What are you doing here? Where's my brother?" 

"It doesnt matter. 

Demis pushed my brother on the couch and sat on his knees. He cupped the keyboardist's face and kissed him. 
The singer took a look at me, while his lips were pressed against Clemens’ mouth. It was the signal! | walked 
discreetly to the lobby and grabbed the keys. 

"Open your mouth." whispered Dennis 

| opened the door silently 

"Do you know you've got the most beautiful well-rounded ass I've ever seen?" 

"Clemens ..| have to tell you something .. 

"Tell me’ 

‘Im sorry .. 

"About what?" 

"About this 

| suddenly heard a big noise, like a well-placed punch in the nose. Then Dennis arrived, holding his right hand. 
"What the hell have you done?" 

"| knocked him out" 

The singer exited the house while | was still speechless 

"Come on, little angel’ 

"You're really a demon!" | joked. 


"He will get over it, dont worry.” 


We walked hand in hand to my mom's house. | knocked at the door and my mother opened it. She was wiping a 


glass. 
"Ivo, Dennis .. Oh, Good Heavens! l'm so happy to see you. But where's your brother?" 
"Mum .. We have to talk with you about something really important. | just hope you'll understand." 


We entered and followed my mother in her living room. She approached Dennis and cupped his cheeks like if he 


was a little boy. 

"You've changed so fast. You're a man now" 

He smiled to her and hugged her. It has been fifty years that they didn't see each other. 
"Sit, Dennis, sit. So, what's the problem, boys?" 

"Hum .. Where to begin?" 


"Anna hum .. | never really admit that l'm bisexual but today ... | think it's the good time to confess that l'm in 


love with your little drummer..." 

"And l'm in love with him. I'm his little angel and he's my little demon" 

She stood up and hugged us. 

"So, when will | become a grandmother?" 

"Wow! Wait, mum, wait. There is a problem." 

"Tell me, my little drummer." 

And | explained all the story: Clemens, his behavior, our escape. Dennis showed his burns on his wrists and on 
his ankled, due to the frictions between his skin and the ropes. 

My mother brought some stuff to treat it. 

"Seems that you're still the injured but resistant guy of the trio." 


"If the trio is still alive .." 


"Ie known you for so many years, Dennis. You and my sons have always solved all the problems you had in 


your life. I'm sure this situation is temporary.” 


| hope you're right.” 
"Well .. | suppose you're gonna sleep in the same room, in the same bed." 


"You can't even imagine how your son is when he is excited! | think you should put him in the same bedroom 


than me, or he will commit a murder!" 


We laughed together. My mother was the coolest person, after Dennis, I've ever known. To celebrate Dennis’ 


return, my mom prepared some crepes, like the first time the singer came to our house. 
"What did you expect? | remember the first time we met you, Dennis!" 
"| see that!" 


After the dinner, we went to the first floor and 


entered in my old bedroom. 

"Nothing have changed ." my little demon whispered. 
"Dennis, do you remember the night you passed there?" 
"It was a painful night" 

"I have to confess something." 

"Tell me." 


"This night, when you woke up to looking at your injuries, | .. | woke up too and followed you. | was hidden 
behind the door of the bathroom and I've been watching you for about ten minutes." 


"| was already exciting you?" 
"Shut up! You were handsome and so .. | don't know ... so impressive ." 


"| remember the little shy drummer you were .. But you played something for me, and | already knew that 


you were an excellent drummer." 
| smiled timidly. 


"And you still the same person after all these years." 


1. A letter and some crepes 
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No POV for this chapter. 

My next story on Carach Angren will talk about love and PIZZAAAAAA 

Enjoy :) 

Carach Angren slowly died after this day. A terrible jealousy grew up between the two brothers, regulars 
hassles during their rehearsals, lives not as good as before and Dennis was in tears every day. Two years of 
emptiness. No concert, no album, just an awful emptiness. 

lvo and Dennis get married after one year of a romantic relationship. Yeah, they didn't waste their timel 

As for Clemens, he tried an incalculable number of times to write an excuse letter for his ex-bandmates, but 
he was less good to write a letter than write melodies. His only source of happiness was his mother, his dear 
mother, Anna .. 

"Mum? Are you there?" 

She opened the door. 

"Clemens? What are you doing here?" 

| need you, mum." 

"Come." 

He walked into the house and sat on the couch. 

"So .. What's the problem?" 

"You know that I'm not in contact with Ivo and Dennis anymore." 

"Clemens .." 


"Let me finish! | .. | would like to write a letter to apologize, but .. Words don't come." 


| see .. Well, I'm not really a poet but, maybe | can help you." 


"Thank you, mum!" 

He hugged her and kissed her forehead. 

"Take a pen and a sheet. Well ...| think it's like music. First, what do you want to express in your letter?" 
"| would like them to understand that I'm sorry and that | love them. They are the best guys I've ever known" 
"Okay. So, write those three words: "love", "sorry", "past". Maybe its gonna help you." 

"Do you think so?" 

"Yeah." 

He wrote the three words and looked at his mother. 

"Now, what each word inspires to you? Let's start with "sorry" 

"Well, it." 

"No, no, no .. Write it." 


So he wrote what this word meant to him: "Ivo, Dennis, I've never realized that you were the two guys I've 
always wished to have and how much you mean to me. Blinded by my feelings, | let the demon in | get the 
upper hand. | never wanted to hurt you. | think sometimes when you can't hide your emotions anymore, every 
body blow a fuse. Obviously, this is what happened to me and | profoundly regret it. | hope you'll forgive me 
one day. You just should know that l'm sorry for all the evil | caused to you. l'm sorry, Dernis. I'm sorry, my 


dear brother". 
‘Its not that bad! Okay, now, do the same thing with the word "past". Then we'll finish with "love"." 


Past .. This word was so powerful for the keyboardist. All their good memories, all their adventures. So he 
wrote: "Guys, do you remember this day in the park when we promised that nothing in this world would 
separate us? | think we've forgotten this day and this promise .. We had highs and lows, but we always 
succeeded to solve our problems, together, like three inseparable brothers. | want us to be as united as this 
right when we met Dennis, vo. | want us to be as strong as you Dennis when you were injured. And especially, 
| want Carach Angren to come from the dead! Ivo, remember your first public. Yeah, it was pupils from your 
school, Dennis, mum, and me. You were the most scared guy on the Earth, but you gave the best of yourself. 
Dennis, your first band was Inger Indolia, then it was Vaultage. What have you felt the first time we played on 
a stage? Like me, you felt terrible but cool vibes in all your body. We had fun, we gave the best of ourselves 
and we were united this evening. And | want those feeling to come back! Our best memories come from our 
concerts, our rehearsals, our tours, our band: Carach Angren. Dennis, this band is the most important thing in 


your life. And this band will survive if we are together and if you forgive me, guys. I'll never abandon you.". He 


gave the sheet to his mother. 

"Aww, my little keyboardist. Is great! Now you can finish with the word "love"." 

"Okay, let me think. It's the most important part." 

"All the letter is important." 

"You have a point." 

He took his pen and wrote: "Even if I've been hard on you bro, even if | acted like an idiot Dennis, be sure that 
| love you, guys .. We are the infernal band Carach Angren and we'll always be. I'm really happy you get 
married. Hope I'll be an uncle one day. | never realized how love can be powerful. When dad left the house, | felt 
destroy and | couldn't accept to see mum in tears. But what | didn't understand is that with the love of her 
sons, she's been able to smile to life again. Time doesn't erase wounds we have in our heart. It's love. There 
are so many things | would like to tell you but words aren't enough. | love you guys, don't forget it. Yours, 
Clemens". 

"So, show me this little masterpiece." 

Anna read the last part of the letter and smile to her son. 

"How do you feel?" 

"Better .. Much better" 

"l'm glad to hear it! Now, you can send it” 

"Are you sure they're gonna forgive me?" 

"They're not stupid! Don't have doubts about them" 

"You're right .. l'm sorry." 

His mother sighed. 

"Okay then .. Listen to me. Ill give them your letter but | want you to do something else for them." 

"What is it?" 


"Follow me." 


They walked together into the kitchen and Anna brought out different ingredients. 


"You want me to cook a cake?" 

‘No. | want you to prepare some crepes!" 

"Aww, mum!" 

"You'll thank me later, my little keyboardist. You have a lot on your plate." 

Clemens prepared the batter. 

"Lets bake it!" 

They cooked twenty crepes and put it in a Tupperware. 

"| take the letter, you take the food." 

They get in the car and Anna started it up. 

"Mum?" 

"Yes, Clemens?" 

"Thank you." 

"No problem my little keyboardist. | could take the stars out of the sky to save your infernal triangle" 
They parked in front of Dennis’ house. Anna knocked at the door and demonstrated her most beautiful smile. 
Her son was behind her, shy and anxious. 

Dennis opened. 

"Anna? Clemens?" 


"Before you close this door, Clemens and | would like to hand you over this letter and these crepes which he 


wrote and cooked with love." 

"A letter?" 

"Yop" 

She gave the envelope to the singer. He opened it and read it. There was no expression on his face. The 


keyboardist moved backward, afraid of Dennis' reaction 
But something unexpected happened. The singer dropped the sheet and jumped on Clemens. He rubbed quickly 


the head of the keyboardist and hugged him. 

"That's all | wanted to hear. Ivo! Come here!" 

"What's going on? Mum? Clemens?" 

The drummer noticed the letter on the floor. He took it and read it. He jumped in turn on his brother. 
"We missed you!" 


"Boys? Your crepes are gonna cool down." 


The trio walked into the house and sat in the kitchen with Anna. 

They started to eat the crepes but some weepings stopped them. A little girl appeared suddenly on the 
kitchen's threshold. 

"Aww, my little daughter!" 

"Dad, | had a nightmare." said the girl in tears. 

"Come here, princess. Anna, Clemens, this is Katarina, our adoptive daughter." 

"So .. Does it mean that I'm a grandmother?" 

"Yep" 

The poor Mrs. Wijers started to cry. She was so stirred. 


"Aww, come here children!" 


And this is in this house that they understood that you only need three things in your life to be happy: love, 


family and crepes! 


